TWO MAIL TRIPS IN 1925         207

flame of my exhausts, and the little sparking at the
plug terminals.

As we passed Fellujah we saw the first rocket rise
and hang in the sky, and I switched my dashboard light
on for Barrett to write a W/T message. I let Barrett
fly most of the way. Then came the twinkling lights
of Baghdad, shining doubly in the Tigris, and the
stronger glow of Hinaidi beyond. I glided down and
flew low past the flares, fired a green light, was answered,
and then circled in over the red lighted wireless masts,
for the wind was NJE. here. I flew "Valkyrie*' in, as
I was too tired to do anything else. I watched the
great black shadow of my wheels getting closer and more
defined after I put on my Holt flare; and met the up-
ward rushing, orange-lit ground, all speckled with
faint shadows, with a sharp pull back on the control
wheeL But not enough! Then a bounce, a burst of
engine, and "Valkyrie" sank to rest. I taxied in, rather
vaguely at first, not being sure of my direction; then
I picked up our sheds and as I approached them I
saw figures waiting and Uncle Lees signalling me in
with outstretched arms, "Valkyrie" had done over
300 hours, and this was her last flight with these wings.
Now she goes in for complete overhaul. I had had a
long day. Worked on the engine from dawn at Kasr
Kharana, and had then flown 500 miles, the last 75 at
night. I arrived home at 9.30 hours, had a warm bath,
and supper, and sat up till i aon. reading my letters
which I found waitiilg for me at Hinaidi.

MY  FOURTH   MAIL TRIP  (jULY,   1925)

Hinaidi to R0madL The weather was intensely hot,
and at the height of the burning Iraq summer, pitiless